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THESE TRANSLATIONS 

ABB RESPECTfüLlY IN8CRIB ED 

\ 

TO 

WillUm €. WfeitmA«, 8*4. 

OT PHILADELPHIA, 

■ 

THROÜOH WHOSE GENEROUS ENCOURAGEMEXT THEV 
ARE GIVEN TO THE PUBLIC. 



TO THE READER. 



The following poems of E. A. Poe and J. ß. Lowell 
are herewith offered to the Public in metrical German 
versions, taken from a collection of translations compris- 
ing specimens from every American poet of reputation, 
from tlie earliest dawn of American Literature up to the 
present day, in chronological order, and accompanied 
by biographical sketches and a concise critical review of 
the poetical literature of America. Should the meed of 
an encouraging reception be awarded to the present labor 
. of the Undersigned, the publication of the larger work 
will be hastened with all the speed that circumstances 
admit of. 

Philadelphia, November 1863. 

EBEN. 
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Die nactyfolgenben ©ebffye bon g. 91. $oe unb % 5R. ?owelI 
werten #etmit bem 9>ubltfum in metrifdjer beutfcfyer Uebertragung 
geboten* 5 {efelben finb einer Sammlung bon Ueberfefcungen enfc 
nommen, bie fÄmmtlt^e amerifanifdjen Dichter bon SRuf, son ber 
erflen Ifimmerung ber amerifanifcfyen Literatur bis auf ben fyeu* 
rigen lag, tit d)ronologifcfyer Drbnung, bon bü>grapl)tfd)en ©fijjcn 
unb einer literar^iftorifdjen ©nleitung begleitet, umfaffen nrirb* 
Sollte ben fcoriiegenben groben eine ermutfyigenbe Slufnafyme ju 
Ityeil weiten, fo wirb bte Verausgabe be$ gtößeren 2Berfe$ fo rafdfe 
erfolgen, als bie Umftänbe e$ geflattert. 

♦ 

?$0atolptfa im «Rosember 1863. 
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nee upon a midnight dreary, 
While I pondered, weak and weary> 
Over many a quaint and curious 

Volume of forgotten lore — 
While I nodded, nearly napping, 
Suddenly tliere came a tapping, 
As of sorae one gently rapping, 
Eapping at my Chamber door ; 
" "Tis some visiter," I muttered, ^ 

"Tapping at my Chamber door — c 
Only this and nothing more." c- 
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CWlitternac&t umgab mid) föauria,, 
m td) einfam, trüb unb traurig, 



©nnenb faß unb Itö wm mancher 

?a'ngft »erflung'nen SDtä'br' unb 2ebr' — 
8DS tä) fd)on mit matten ©liefen 
3m «Begriff, in @d)laf ju nicfen, 
£Srte plö&lid) id) ein Sitfen 

5ln bie Bimmertböre ber ; 
„©n Sefud) wobi nod)," fo bad)t' id>, 
„Den ber 3ufall führet ber — 




Gm «Bcfud) unb fonfi 9ltd)t$ mebr." 



THE BAVEN". 

• 

Ah, distinctly I remember, 
It was in the bleak December, ' 
And each separate dying ember 

Wrought its ghost upon the floor. 
Eagerly I wished the morrow ; — 
Vainly I had sought to borrow 
From my books surcease of sorrow — ~* 
Sorrow for the lost Lenore — ' ' 
Foi* the rare and radiant maiden ^\ 

Whom the angels name Lenore-& 
Nameless here for evermore ! 6 



And the silken sad uncertain / 
Rustling of each purple curtain - 
Thrilled me — filled me with fantastic ^ 
Terrors never feit before ; r 
So that now, to still the beating 
Of my heart, I stood repeating, 
" 'Tis some visiter entreating 

Entrance at my Chamber door — 
Some late visiter entreating *.> 
Entrance at my Chamber door ; 
This it is and nothing more 
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Sotyl tyiV im ©tun behüten, 
3m December mx% im falten, 
Unb gefpenfttge ©eftalten 

SBarf beä geuerS ©cfyetn umber, 
©etynltd) nnUifd)f td) mir ben borgen, 
Hetne gtnb'rung war ju borgen / 
2lu$ ben 33üd)ern für bte ©orgen — 
gür bte Sorgen, rief unb fdjroer, 
Um bte ©el'ge, bte genoren 

SRennt ber ßngel betltg £eer — 

#ter, ad), nennt fte Sttemanb mefyr ! 



3ebe$ 5Raufd)en ber ©arbtnen, 
Die nur nrie ©efpenfter fd)tenen, 
füllte mtd) mtt bangen ©cfyrecfen — 
©Breden, nie gefügt »orljer ; 
©o baß, um mein £erj, t>a$ jagte, 
3u berubtgen, tefy fagte: 
„Stn SBefud) roofyl nod), ber'S wagte, 
3n ber 9tad)t ju fommen ber — 
Gm SJefud), ber ftd) mfpä'tet 

Unb ju mtr nun eilet ber ; 

2)tc$ aUetn unb fonft 3Wd)ta metyr " 
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TUE RAVEN*. 

Presently my soul grew stronger; /4 
Hesitating then no longer, & 
"Sir," said I, "or Madam, truly 

Your forgiveness I implore c 
But the fact ip, I was napping, p 
And so gently you came rapping, 0 
And so faintly you came tapping, 0 
Tapping at my Chamber door, C 
That I scarce was sure I heard you" — i. 

Here I opened wide the door : — C_ 

Darkness there and nothing more.^ 



Deep into that darkness peering, A 
Long I stood there wondering, fearing, A 
Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortals ß 
Ever dared to dream before ; 
But the silence was unbroken, £> 
And the stillness gave no token, 0 
And the only word there spoken ^ 

Was the whispered word, "Lenore?" C 
This I whispered, and an echo 

Murmured back the word, "Lenore I" — ^ 
Merely this and nothing more. 
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9teuge(Mrft nad) tiefen ©orten, 
Deffnete td) jlracf^ bte Pforten : 
„Dame ober £err," fo fprad) id), 

„Sitte um SSerjci^ung fet>r ! i 
2)od) td) mar mit matten ©liefen 
3m ©egriff, in ©cfylaf ju nitfen, 
Unb fo lefö fd)oll ßuer £iden 
Sin bte 3immertyüre fyer, 
Daß td) faum e£ recfyt vernommen ; 

£)od) nun feto »ülfommcn fe^r !" — 
SDunf el ba unb fonft 9tid)tö metyr. 



Dufter in baö Dunfel fd)auenb, 
©tanb t$ lange ftarr unb graucnb, 
Iräume träumenb, bte tyenieben 

9iie ein SWenfö geträumt vorder ; 
3roetfel fcf)roar$ ben ©inn betöret, 

bte ©ttlle braupen fröret, 
9lur ba$ (Sine 5Bort man työret, 
9htr „Senore?" tönteSfyer; 
©elbftrtef td) e$, unb„2enore!" 

£rug bog @d)o trauemb fyer — 

Die* allein unb fonft 5ttid)tö metyr- 
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THE RAVEN. 



Back into the Chamber turning, 
All my soul within me burning, 
Soon again I heard a tapping, 

Something louder than before. 
"Surely," said I, "surely that is 
Something at my window lattice : 
Let me see, then, what thereat is, 
And this mystery explore — 
Let my heart be still a moment 

And this mystery explore ; — 

'Tis the wind and nothing more." 

Open here I flung the shutter, 
When, with many a fürt and flutter, 
In there stepped a stately Eaven 

Of the saintly days of yore. 
Not the least obeisance made he ; 
Not a minute stopped or stayed he ; 
But with mien of lord or lady, 

Perched above my Chamber door — 
Perched upon a bust of Pallas 

Just above my Chamber door — 

Perched, and sat, and nothing more. 
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2ll£ td) nun mit tiefem Sangen 
SBteber in'S ©emad) gegangen, 
^ßrt 1 id) balt> ein neues s J)od)en, 
etwa« lauter atö t>or^er* 
„<2id)er," (prad) id) ba mit ©eben, 
„Sin ba$ genfter pod)t e$ eben ; 
9tun, rootylan, fo lajj mtd) flreben, 
2)a§ id) mir bag Ding erflär' — 
©HU, mein £erj, baß icfy mit SRufye 

25tc$ ©eijetmnif? mir erfläV — 

2Bo# ber SÖinb unb jonft 3Wd)t$ mefyr," 



9iiß bag genjter auf jefcunber, 
Unb tyerein ftoljtrt — o SBunber ! 
gm gewalfger, tyodjbejatyrter 

Stabe fd)ttrirrenb ju mir ber, 
Sfeinen ©ruß, fein 2)anfe$$eid)en 
SBürbigte er mir ju reiben, 
©toli unb fiattlid), fonber ©letzen, 
glog nad) metner X^üre er — 
glog nad) einer g>allaöbüftc 

£>b ber Xfyüxt fyod) unb befyr — 
©efcte ftd) unb fonft SWidjtö mefyr. 
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THE RAVEN. 



Then this ebony bird beguiling 
My sad fancy into smiling, 
By the grave and stcrn decorum 

Of the countenance it wore, 
"Though tliy crest be shorn and shaven, 
Thou", I said, "art sure no craven, 
Ghastly grim and ancient Raven 

Wandering from the Nightly shore — 
Teil rae what thy lordly name is 

On the Night's Plutonian shore !" 
Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 



Much I marvelled this ungainly 
Fowl to hear discourse so plainly, 
Though its answer little meaning — 
Little relevancy bore ; 
For we cannot help agreeing 
That no living human being 
Ever yet was blest with seeing 

Bird above his Chamber door — 
Bird or beast upon the sculptured 

Bust above his Chamber door, 

With such name as "Nevermore." 
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Unb tro£ metner Stauer braute 
6r baln'n mtd), bag id) lad)te, 
©o gefegt unb grastta'tifd) 

£errfd)f auf metner ©üfie er» 
„Ob aud) alt unb nal) bem ©rabe," 
©prad) td), „btjt fein feiger Änabe, 
©djwarjer, glattgefdjor'ner Diabe, 

Der Du famft wm ©d)attenmeer — 
©prid), meld) 1 fioljen tarnen fübrft Du 

3n ber 5Rad)t pluton'fdjem #eer ?" — 
©praefy ber 9tabe : „SJttmmermefy:." 



@anj erjkunt mar td), ju t?örcn 
Dtefeä Sfyter mtd) fo belehren, 
©djten aud) mentg ©tun ju liegen , 

3n bem Sßort bebeutung&eer ; 
Denn mot)l Äetner fönnte fagen, 
Daß ttym je in feinen Sagen 
©onber 3^r unb fonber 3ägen 
So ein Stab 1 erfdjienen mar 1 , 
Der auf fetner SDlarmorbüjle 

Db ber X&ür gefeffen mäV 

SDHt bem 9iamen „SWmmermefyr," 



THE BAVEN. 

But the Eaven, sitting lonely 
On that placid bust, spoke only 
That one word, as if bis soul in 

That one word he did outpour. 
Nothing farther then he nttered ; 
Not a feather then he fluttered — 
Till I scarcely more than muttered, 

"Other friends have flown before — 
On the morrow he will leave me, 

As my Hopes have flown before " 

Then the bird said, "Nevermore." 

Startled at the stillness broken 
By reply so aptly spoken, 
"Doubtless," said I, "what it Utters 
Is its only stock and störe, 
Caught from some unhappy master 
Whom unmerciful Disaster 
Folio wed fast and followed faster 

Till his songs one bürden bore — 
Till the dirges of his Hope that 

Melancholy bürden bore 

Of 'Never — nevermore f " 
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©(efrt SSort nur fprad) fcer »labe 
2)umpf unb tyty, wie au$ bem ©rabe, 
9113 ob feine ganje ©eele 

3n bem Cmen SBorte tt>5r\ 
SBeiter 9Wd)ta wart) bann gefprodjen, 
9tur mein <g>erj nod) ^rt 1 icfy pod)en, 
SBtö ba$ ©djroeigen id) gebrochen : 
„Slnbre greunbe flofy'n fetter — 
borgen nrirb aud) e r mi(fy fliegen, 

2Öte bie Hoffnung flob fetter." 

Sprad) ber Stabe : „-Wimmermetyr 



< 



3mmer ^ö^er jKeg mein ©taunen 
JBet be$ Stäben bunflem Staunen, 
$od> td) badjte : „Dl>ne 3n>etfel 

3Bei& er weiter fonji 9ttd)te mefyr ; 
£af$ son feinem £errn gehöret, 
Dem baä ©lücf ben Stücfen fefyret, 
£>em nur Ungemad) befeueret, 
5Bte er trüb unt> freudenleer — 
58t$ tym fd)roanb ber Hoffnung Stimmer 
Unb er fortan feufjte ftyoer : 

,D nimmer — nimmermehr ¥ u 



TUE RAVEN. 

But the Eaven still beguiling 
All my sad soul into smiling, 
Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in 

Front of bird and bust and door ; 
Then upon the velvet sinking, 
I betook myself to linking 
Fancy unto fancy, tliinking 

What this ominous bird of yore — 
What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, 

Gaunt and ominous bird of yore 

Meant in croaking "Nevermore" 

This I sat engaged in guessing, 
But no syllable expressing 
To the fowl whose fiery eyes now 

Burned into my bosom's core ; 
This and more I sat divining, 
With my head at ease reclining 
On the cushion's velvet lining 

That the lamplight gloated o'er, 
But whose velvet violet lining 

With the lamplight gloating o'er 
She shall press, ah ; nevermore 1 
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fcrofc ber Xrauer ttrieber brachte 
ßr bat)in mid), baß td) lachte ; 
einen 5lrmftu^l enbiid) rollte 

3d) ju Xtyiix unb Sögel l)er. 
3n ben meinen 5>oIftern liegenb, 
3n bie £anb bie Sßange fdjmiegenb, 
©ann icfy, tyn unb ^>er mufy rotegenb, 
2öaö be$ SEorteS Deutung mar' — 
SBaS ber grimme, fmftre Sögel 

Sluö bem nädjfgen ©Wattenmeer 
SBollt 5 mit feinem „SWmmerme&r. 



Sllfo büfler brütenb lieg' id), 
Slber sor bem Sögel fdjmteg tdj, 
Deffen geueraugen je^o 

Sftir baä £erj beflemmten fel)r ; 
Tte$ unb met>r bebaut 1 id) fd)n>eigenb, 
Sormärtä mi$ unb rücrWrtS beugenb, , 
Dann mid) in bte Äiffen netgenb 

Unb mid) fcfyaufelnb tyn unb tyer — 
$14 in btefen ©ammetfiffen, 

Heberftratjlt *om ?td)te tyeljr, 
Stufet fie jefct nimmermehr ! 



THE RAVEN. 

♦ 

• 

Then methought the air grew denser, 
Perfumed from an unseen censer 
Swung by Seraphim whose footfalls 
Tinkled on the tufted floor. 
"Wretch," I cried, "thy God hath lent thee 
By these angels he hath sent thee 
Respite — respite and nepenthe 

From thy memories of Lenore ! 
Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe, 

And forget this lost Lenore !" 

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore " 



"Prophet !" said I, "thing of evil ! 
Prophet still, if bird or devil ! — 
Whether Tempter sent, or whether 

Tempest tossed thee here ashore, 
Desolate, yet all undaunted, 
On this desert land enchanted— 
On this home by Horror haunted — 
Teil me truly, I implore — 
Is there — is there balm in Gilead? — 

Teil me — teil me, I implore I" 

Quoth the Raven, "Nevermore." 
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Unb t$ warnte, burdj bte güfte 
38gcn füge ©riftauibfifte, 
SluScjefireut burd) unficfytbare 

©crapl^fyanbe um mid) tyer. 
„@ott ^at ?ett>e Dir gefpenbet 
Durd) bie (Engel, bie er fenbet, 
Dap fid) Deine Trauer fenbet 
SSon ber 2Katb, geliebt fo fel>r ! 
Stimm, o nimm, roa$ er Dir (enbet 

Unb wgi£ ber Srauer ferner!" 

©prad) ber Stabe : „9itmmermet)r !" 



„©rampropbet !" rief id) soll 3n>etfel, 
„Ob Du SBogel ober Seufel ! — 
Db bie £ölle Did) mir fanbte — 

Ob ber ©türm Did) n>el>te tyer — 
Du, ber *on be$ Drfu£ ©tranbe/ 
Du, ber »on bem ©cfyredenSlanbe 
©id) jü mir, bem Grüben, manbte — 
Äünbe mir mein t>etß Segefcr : — 
ftinV id) »alfam nod) in ©ileab ? — 

3ft nod) £ro(i im ©nabenmeer ?" — 
©prad) ber Stabe : „ Stttmmermefer !" 



THE RAVEN. 

"Prophet !" said I, "thing of evil !— 
Prophet still, if bird or devil ! — 
By that Heaven that bends above us — 
By that God we both adore — 
Teil this soul with sorrow laden 
If, within the distant Aideim, 
It shall clasp a sainted maiden 

Whom the angels name Lenore — 
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden 

Whom the angels name Lenore." — 
Quoth the Eaven, "Nevermore.' 

"Be that word our sign of parting, 
Bird or fiend," I shrieked upstarting — 
"Get thee back into the tempest 

And the Night's Plutonian shore ! 
Leave no black plume as a token 
Of that lie thy soul hath spoken ! 
Leave my loneliness unbroken ! — 
Quit the bust above my door ! 
Take thy beak from out my heart, and 

Take thy form from off my door !" 
Quoth the Eaven, "Nevermore." 
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„©rampropljet !" rief iä) *oU 3rorffel, 
„Ob 2)u Sögel ober Seufel! — 
S3et bem ernten Gimmel broben — 

Sdci bem ©ott, ben f$ ^cre^r' : — 
Äünbe mir, ob t$ genoren, 
3Dte fytenteben t'd) verloren, 
Sßteber finb 1 an Gbenä Igoren, 

©te, bte thront im £tmmel tyetyr — 
3ene ©rity, bte genoren 

Sftennt ber Sngel tyetltg #eer." — 
©pra$ ber Stabe : „SKtmmerme^r !" 



„©et bte« 2Bort ba$ SrennungSjetdjen — 
Sögel, Dämon, Du mußt meinen ! 
gleud) jurücf jum ©turme$grauen, 

Ober jum pluton'ftyen £eer ! 
Äetne geber laß jurüefe 
5Wtr als 3ri*en betner Xücf e ! 
Saß allein mtd) bem ©efcfytcf e ! 
SBage nie Dtd) nrieber ^er ! 
gort unb laß mein £era fn grieben, 
SMSgepeüugt 2)u fofetyr!" 

©pra$ ber Stabe : „Sltmmerme&r !" 
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And tbe Raven, never flitting, 
Still is sitting, still is sitting 
On the pallid bust of Pallas 

Just above rny cbamber door ; 
And his eyes bave all tbe seeming 
Of a demon's tbat is dreaming, 
And tbe lampligbt o'er him Streaming 
Throws bis sbadow on tbe floor ; 
And my soul from out tbat sbadow, 

Tbat lies floating on the floor, 

Sball be lifted — NEVERMORE ! 
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Unb ber Stabe mityt m'mmer, 
©tfct nod) immer, ft$t nod) immer 
5luf ber blaffen $alla$büjle 

Db ber J^üre fyx$ unb l>e^r ; 
Sifct mit geiflerljaftem SWunfeln, 
©eine fteueraugen funfein 
©ar bamomfd) tu bem bunfeln, 
Düfiern ©Ratten um ifyn fyer ; 
Unb mein ©eift nnrb au$ bem ©Ratten, 
5Ten er breitet um mid) tyer, 

©i$ ergeben — nimmetmefyt 



Ift* Seite. 



i. 




ear the sledges with the bells 
Silver bells I 



What a world of merriment their melody foretells ! 
How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, 

In the icy air of night I 
While the stars that oversprinkle 

4 

All the heavens, seem to twinkle 
With a crystalline delight ; 
Keeping time, time, time, 
In a sort of Runic rhyme, 
To the tintinnabulation that so musically wells 
From the bells, bells, bells, bells, 
Beils, bells, bells — 
From the jingling and the tinkling of the bells. 
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ört bte edjltttejiglöcfcfjen fcell — 
Silberhell ! 

SBcUfc 1 unenbluf) fro^e Sufl berfünbet ibr ©eföell ! 

2Öie fte bimmeln, bimmeln, bimmeln, 

3n ber ctftg falten SWac^t ! 
SBätyenb an ben fernen £tmmeln 
Sluf uno ab bie ©ferne wimmeln, 

gunfelnb in frpfialTner $racf)t ; 
e^nnrrenb fa^t, fad)t, fad)t, 
©et bem 3aubertaft ber Slafy, 
3u bem muftfalifd) füßen, freubebrfngenben ©ejtyell, 
2)a$ fo fcell, Iptt, fcell, MI, 

$ett, fett, ^etl - 
3u bem ffiimmeln unb bem Simmein ftlber^U* 
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THE BELLS. 

Hear tlie mellow wedding bells — 
Golden bells I 
What a world of happiness their harmony foretells ! 
Through the balmy air of night 
How they ring out tlieir delight! 
From the molten-golden notes, 

And all in tune, 
What a liquid ditty floats 
To the turtle-dove that listens, while she gloats 

On the moon ! 
Oh, from out the sounding cells, 
What a gush of euphony voluminously wells ! 

How it s wells! 
IIow it dwells 
On the Future I how it teils 
Of the rapture that impels 
To the swinging and the ringing 

Of the bells, bells, bells, 
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells, 
Bells, bells, bells — 
To the rhyming and the chiming of the bells I 
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II. 

£ört bte <g>od>jcitöfllocfen Ijcll — 
©otoen tyell ! 

2Beld) unenbluty fügc^ ©Ittdf serfünbet tt>r ©efc^eü ! 

2)urd) tote 33alfamluft ber 9tacfyt 
2Bte e£ tönt in füßer s J>rad)t ! 

SQBeld^ ein tyolbeS, goto'neä fr'et, 

©üp betont, 
ffionneretd) hinüber gic^t 
3u ber Turteltaube trüben, bte ba fte^t 

SKad) bem 2Wonb ! 
Sluö be$ J^urmeä enger 3^' 
9Bte fo »oll ertönet bod) ber ©locf en W ©efcbweU ! 

9ßie fo fdjnell, 
SBte fo t>ell 
Tönt e$, fünften ©lüde* Duell ! 
2)a$ Gntjücfen fein ©efell 
33et bem ©dringen unb bem Ältngen, 

Das fo tyell, tyell, tyell, 
2)a« fo fr II, Ijell, frll, frll, 
£ell, bell, b*U — 
33et ben ©ängen unb ben Älängen, füf unb J^ett ! 

2 
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THE BELLS. 



m. 



Hear the loud alarum bells — 
Brazen bells! 
What a tale of terror, now, tlieir turbulency teils ! 
In the startled ear of night 
How they screara out their afFright ! 
Too much horrified to speak, 
They can only shriek, shriek, 
Out of tune, 

In a clamorous appealing to the mercy of the fire, 
In a mad expostulation with the deaf and frantic fire, 

Leaping higher, higher, higher, 
With a desperate desire, 
And a resolute endeavor, 
Now — now to sit or never, 
By the side of the pale-faced moon. 

Oh, the bells, bells, bells ! 
What a tale their terror teils 
Of Despair ! 
How they clang, and clash, and roar ! 
What a horror they outpour 
On the bosom of the palpitating air ! 
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III. 

£ört tte ©MrmeSglodfen grell — 
ßtyern grell ! 

2ßcld) ein namenlofeg Jffiety »erfüntet tyr ©eged ! 

3n ba$ bange Ctyr ber 3lad)t, 
SSBte tyr SBtnfeln tönt mit 2Wad)t ! 
Ctyne (Sang unb olme Älang 
SBimmern fie jefct bang — bang, 
<5d)merjbetout ! 

33alt> um ©nabe toimmernb, tütnfclnb, bei bem unheilvollen geuer, 
©alt fid) wutentbrannt ereifernb mit bem tauben, tollen geuer, 

Dag ba freier, freier, freier 
Slufttnlrmt fid) jum Ungeheuer 
Unb entfdjlofpner ftrebet immer, 
3efct ju ruben, ober nimmer, 
Droben bei bem bleiben SDtonb ! 
D mie grell, grell, grell, 
£>o<$ ber ©locfen wtlt> ©egetl 
3e(3o ruft ! 
95Me eä %t unb fracfyjt unb brüllt ! 
2Bie mit ©Räuber e$ erfüllt 
Unb mit namenlofem Älaggef^rei bie ?uf t ! 
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Yet the ear it fully knows, 
By the twanging, 
And the clanging, 
How the danger ebbs and flows ; 
Yet the ear distinctly teils, 
In the jangling, 
And the wrangling, 
How the danger sinks and swells, 
By the sinking or the swelling in the anger of the bells — 

Of the bells— 
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells, 
Bells, bells, bells — 
In the clamor and the clangor of the bells ! 



IV. 

Hear the tolling of the bells — 
Iron bells ! 

What a world of solemn thought their monody compels ! 
In the silence of the night, 
How we shiver with affright 
At the melancholy menace of their tone ! 
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£>od) tnäti) ba$ Df>r e$ Wty, 
Sri bem ©eilen 
Unb bem Sellen, 
2Bte ba$ geuer fallt unb ftctßt ; 
Dennod) merft ba$ Dfyr e$ fcfynell, 
Sri bem Dröbnen 
Unb bem Stöhnen, 
£>b e$ ftnfe ober fcfyroetP ; 
Sei toem Surfen ober ©cbroellen in ber ©locfen ©turmgebcU, 

2)a$ fo grell — 
Da$ fo grell, grell, grell, grell, 
©rell, grell, grell — 
Sri bem Siedln unb bem Äräd^en n>ftb unb grell ! 



IV. 

« 

$Crt bfe £obtenglocfen grell — 
eifern grell! 
D tt>it emfi unb frierltd) ertönet tyr ©efd)roeH ! 
3n bem ©Zweigen bunfler Stacht 
ffield) rin ©Räubern bodj ermaßt 
Sri ber ©locfen meland)oltf$em ©ebrityn! 
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For every sound that floats 
From the rust within their tliroats 

Is a groan. 
And the people — ah, the people — 
They that dwell up in the steeple, 

All alone, 
And who, tolling, tolling, tolling, 

In that muffled monotone, 
Feel a glory in so rolling 

On the human heart a stone — 
They are neither man nor woman — 
They are neither brüte nor human — 

♦ 

They are Ghouls : 
And their king it is who tolls ; 
And he rolls, rolls, rolls, 
Bolls 

A paean from the bells ! 
And his merry bosom swells 

With the paean of the bells ! 
And he dances, and he yells ; 
Keeping time, time, time, 
In a sort of Eunic rhyme, 

To the psean of the bells — 
Of the bells : 



Digitized by Google 
m mii mihi» itt iü mi 1 1 i i ■ 
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Denn jeber Xon, ber fliegt 
3lu$ bem ehernen ©d)lunbe, ifl 

Gin ©eftßtyu 
Unb bie &ute, bte ba Raufen 
Sluf bem £fyurme fonber ©raufen, 

©an* allein, 
£te mit ©rollen, ©rotten, ©rollen 

gaben ftd) an unprer $ein, 
Die e$ freut, ^nabjurotten 

2luf bte £er$en (Stein um ©tetn — 
© jinb feine grbgeftalten, 
g$ fmb ©eijter, bte ba walten 
Stimmer tyolb : 
Unb tyr Äöntg i$% ber grollt, 
Unb er rollt, rollt, rollt, 
ftollt 

gtn ©rablieb grimm unb grell ! 
Unb fein ©ufen tjebt fW> fä netI 

SBet bem ©rablieb grimm unb grell ! 
Unb er tanjt son ©teil 1 &u ©teil 1 
©d)nnrrenb fad)t fad)t, fa$t, 
©ei bem 3aubertaft ber 5Rad)t, 

3u bem ©rablieb grimm unb grell — 
©rimm unb grell : 
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Keeping time, time, time, 
In a sort of Eunic rhyme, 

To the throbbing of the bells — 
Of the bells, bells, bells — 

To the sobbing of the bells ; 
Keeping time, time, time, 

As he knells, knells, knells, 
In a happy ßunic rhyme, 

To the rolling of the bells — 
Of the bells, bells, bells— 

To the tolling of the bells, 
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells, 

Beils, bells, bells — 
To the moaning and the groaning of the bells ! 
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Scfynnrrenb fad)t, facfyt, fad)t, 
©et bem Dämontaft ber Sttadjt, 

3u ber ©locf m ©rabgegell ; 
£)a$ fo grell, grell, grell — 

3u ber ©lodfen ©rabgefdjwell ; 
Sc^wtrrent) fad)t, fad^t, fad)t, 

3n ber 3elP, 3clT, 3elT, 
33et bem ©etftertaft ber 9ia$t, 

3u bem rollenben ©egelf — 
2)a$ fo grell, grell, grell, 

3u bem grollenben ©egeU — 
2)a£ fo grell, grell, grell, grell, 

©reff, grell, grell — 
3u bem Dränen unb bem ©tönten, grimm unb grell ! 
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h, broken is the golden bowl ! 
The spirit flown forever ! 



Let the bell toll ! — a saintly soul 

Floats on the Stygian river ! 
And, Guy de Vere, hast thou no tear ? 

Weep now or nevermore ! 
See ! on you drear and rigid bier 

Low lies thy love, Lenore ! 
Come ! Let the burial-rite be read — 

The faneral song be sung ! — 
An anthem for the queenliest dead 

That ever died so young — 
A dirge for her, the doubly dead, 

In that she died so young ! 
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erbrochen iß ber golb'ne £alt 
©elöfi beä ©etftö Sßann ! 



©loci en föallt ! — bie ©el'ge »atlt 

Den bunf ein ©tyr #nan l 
Unb ©up be SSere, roetnji I) u nid)t tyier ? 

©ein 1 jefct, wenn nie iiwor l 
Denn fiey *>or Dir, fo flarr unb fHer, 

«fegt Deine «teb 1 , ?enor' ! — 
Singt nad) be$ SRttualö ©ebot 

Gin Sinthern nun im @d)mung 
gür fte, bie £errltd)fle — nun tobt — 

Die jemals ftorb fo jung — 
®n ?ieb für fte, bie boppelt tobt, 

Diemeil fte fiarb fo jung ! 
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II. 

"Wretches, ye loved her for her wealth, 

And hated her for her pride, 
And when she feil in feeble health, 

Ye blessed her — that she died ! 
How shall the ritual, then, be read ? — 

The requiem how be sung ? 
By you — by yours, the evil eye, — 

By yours, the slanderous tongue, 
That did to death the innocence 

That died, and died so yöung ?" 

in. 

Peccavimus; but rave not thus ! 

And let a Sabbath song 
Go np to God .so solemnly 

The dead may feel no wrong ! 
The sweet Lenore hath "gone before," 

With Hope that flew beside, 
Leaving thee wild for the dear child 

That should have been thy bride — 
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„#eu<fyler, tyr hebtet nur tyr ©ut 

Unb äfftet tyr ©emüfy, 
Unb atö ^erftcgt bte ?eben£flut, 

SDa freut' eud)'$ — bafj fte fcfyieb ! 
20 e r, nad) be$ Slituate ©ebot, 

©ingf$ SRequtem nun im ©d)ttmng 
3fyr — t^r, *errud)te gafterer, 

Die ifyr mit falfdjer ^untf 
3u lob gequält bie ^eilige, 

Die ftarb, unb ftarb fo jung ?" 



Iii. 



Peccavimus ; bod) raf mcf}t fo ! 

gaß einen ©abbatbfanjj 
3um Gimmel fletgen facfyt empor 

2Wit feierlichem Älang ! 
Denn ad), genor 1 — fte ging jusor, 

Die Hoffnung folgt 1 vertraut 
Unb Heg Dufy nrito unb fd^mcrjerfüttt 

Um Deine tobte SBraut — 
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For her, the fair and delonair, 
That now so lowly lies, 

The life upon her yellow hair, 
But not within her eyes — 

The life still there upon her hair 
The death upon her eyes. 



IV. 

"Avaunt ! to-night my heart is light ! 

No dirge will I upraise, 
But waft the angel on her flight 

With a Paean of old days ! 
Let 710 bell toll I — lest her sweet soul, 

Amid its hallowed mirth, 
Should catch the note, as it doth float 

Up from the damned Earth. 
To friends above, from ftends below, 

The indignant ghost is riven — 
From Hell unto a high estate 

Far up within the Heaven — 
From grief and groan to a golden throne 

Bcside the King of Heaven 1" 




■i 
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2)te tmmerbar fo liebltd) n>ar, 
Unb tobt nun — o ©efdjtcf ! 

5Te$ gebend £awty im goto'nen £aar, 
2)od) nttyt in tyrem »lief — 

2)a$ ?eben Aar nod) auf bem #aar — 
2)o$ lob tn tyrem «lief l 



IV. 

"$tofort ! entmetd)t ! SWetn £er$ tft letefet ! 

92tc^t »ttl tefy flagen tyeut; 
3$ n>ett) 1 bem enget, ber ba fleugt, 

^fiane früi/rer 3eit ! 
Äein @locfenfd)alI ! ba§ m'd&t tyr $att 

Sin it>re Dfcren gellt, 
£>ten>etl empor ju gbenS Jtyor 

Sie fliegt son arger Sffielt ; 
3u greunben bort, son geinben tyer, 

©e^ 1 tyien ©eijt icfy fd^meben — 
Son £öllenqual jum listen Styal, 

gern, fern, fm fernem geben — 
3?on £a§ unb £otyn jum golb'nen Ityron, 

£>en ©ott tyr bort nrirb geben !" 



^n his tower sat the poet 

Gazing on the roaring sea, 
''Take this rose," he sighed, "and throw it 

Where there's none that loveth me ! 
On the rock the billow bursteth 

And sinks back into the seas, 
But in vain my spirit thirsteth 
So to burst and be at ease. 
Take, o sea 1 the tender blossom 

That hath lain against my breast ; 
On thy black and angry bosom 

It will find a surer rest. 
Life is vain, and love is hollow, 

Ugly death Stands there behind ; 
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uf bem Sturme ftfct ber 2)t($ter, 
<5d)<wt auf 3 3Jieer, som (Sturm bewegt 
„©ring We SRofe l»n," fo frrify er, 

„2Bo fein Itebenb ^erj mir fcfylagt* 
3ln ben getö bte 2Me britynet, 

gällt bann in bte gtut jurüdF ; 
2>o<$ umfonji mein £erj jtd) feinet, 
©o ju finben fftuy unb ©lücf* 
Wimm, o <3ee ! bte jarten ©töten, 
Die an metner 33ruft geruht ; 
®i<$re Slaft unb tiefem grieben 
fttnben jte üt beiner glut 
^>o^I ijt W unb «ufl auf Grben, 
©rimmen Stob bie 3ufunf t birgt ; 
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Hate and scorn and hunger follow 

Hirn that toileth for Iiis kind." 
Förth into the night he hurled it ; 

And with bitter smile did mark 
How the surly tempest whirled it 

Swift into the hungry dark. 
Foam and spray drive back to leeward, 

And the gale with dreary moan, 
Drifts the helpless blossom seaward, 

Through the breakers all alone. 



n. 

Stands a maiden, on the morrow, 

Musing by the wave-beat Strand, 
Half in hope and half in sorrow, 

Tracing words upon the sand : 
"Shall I ever then behold him 

Who hath been my life so long, • 
Ever to this sick heart fold him, — 

Be the spirit of his song ? 
Touch not, sca, the blessed letters 

I have traced upon thy shore 
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£ajj unb $ot)n unb junger werben 

Tem, ber für bte 2»enfd^ett wirft," 
3n bte Sßadjt warf er bte 9tofe, 

SBttter la'd&elnb flaute er, 
2Öte ber Sßogen mtlb ©etofe 

2Öarf fte nrirbelnb tyn unb fyer. 
©tfdjt unb 33ranbung tobten leewärts 

Unb be* raupen SBtnbe* 3Ma*t 
£rieb ba$ jarte 33lümd)en feemärtS, 

£ulflo$ burd) bte bunfle 9la$L 



IL 

©tetyt bie 3ungfrau brauf am SWorgen 

©tnnenb an be$ 9Jleere$ ©tranb ; 
£alb in Hoffnung, fyalb in ©orgen — 

<2d)retbt fte SBorte in ben ©anb : 
„2BerV id) tyn benn je erbltcfen, 

Ter mein £erj erfüllt fo lang ? 
3e an biefe 33ruft tyn brüdfen — 

Seben je in feinem ©ang ? 
?af , o See ! ben teuren Warnen, 

Den id) fcfyrieb auf beinen ©tranb 
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Spare his name whose spirit fetters 

Mine with love forevermore !" 
Swells the tide and overflows it, 

But, with omen pure and meet, 
Brings a little rose, and throws it 

Hambly at the maiden's feet. 
Füll of bliss she takes the token, 

And, upon her snowy breast, 
Soothes the ruffled petals broken 

With the ocean's fierce unrest. 
"Love is thine, o heart ! and surely 

Peace shall also be thine own, 
For the heart that trusteth purely 

Never long can pine alone " 



m. 

In his tower sits the poet, 

Blisses new and stränge to him 
Fill his heart and overflow it 

With a wonder sweet and dim. 
Up the beach the ocean slideth 

With a whisper of delight, 
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©djon 1 ber SBorte, bte ba famen 

2lu$ bem £erjcn liebentbrannt !* 
©(fynrillt ber ©cfyrcall unb nnfdjt bte SBorte 

2ßeg — bod), nrie ein ferner ©ruß, 
9tutyt ein SRfl&fyen an bem Drte 

StUernb m ber 3ungfrau gup* 
greuberffillt natym fte bte Stofe, 

©<$miegt an tyre ©djmanenbruft 
©te mit liebenbem ©cfofe 

Unb mit ntmmerfatter ?ufl. 
„£er$ ! ber Siebe £I?or ift offen, 

griebe aud) wirb jldjer bem ; 
2)enn ber <Seele treuem hoffen 

<Sd)macf)tet nimmer lang allein." 



Stuf bem Stytrme jtftt ber Dieter, 

SReue, nie geahnte &tft 
güllt fein £erj, ber Hoffnung ?td)ter 

geuzten tyü in feiner ©ruft, 
gern tynauS ba$ SWeer jtd) breitet 

SBityernb, »onm'g, mity unb fa$t, 



THE ROSE. 

And the moon in silence glideth 

Through the peaceful blue of night. 
Eippling o'er the poet's Shoulder 

Flows a maiden's golden hair, 
Maiden-lips, with love grown bolder, 

Kiss his moon-lit forehead bare. 
"Life is joy, and love is power, 

Death all fetters doth unbind, 
Strength and wisdom only flower 

When we toil for all our kind. 
Hope is truth, — the future giveth 

More than present takes away, 
And the soul forever liveth 

Nearer God from day to day." 
Not a word the maiden uttered, 

Füllest hearts are slow to speak, 
But a withered rose-leaf fluttered 

Down upon the poet's cheek. 
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Unb be3 SRonbeS Äugcl gleitet 

£>urd) ba$ tiefe ©lau ber 9tad)t, 
Um be$ Didiers SBrufl unb Slrme 

SEBallt ber 3ungfrau goloen £aar ; 
Sßfodjenlippen, liebewarme, 

Äüffen feine ©tirne Har. 
„Sieb 1 unb ?ufl burd^ä ?eben glitten, 

©elbft ber 2cb nur gretyeit bringt ; 
ßraft unb SBetetyeit I>em nur blühen, 

2)er für'« SBoH ber SRenfctypit ringt. 
Hoffnung ftegt — bie 3ufunft fd)enfet 

Sftefyr nocfy al$ ba£ 3^t unö raubt ; 
3?%r ftetS jur ©otttyeit lenfet 

©td) ba$ #erj, ba$ innig glaubt," 
Stumm tyalt tyn bie 3Waib umfangen, 

Denn be$ #erjen$ gülle fcfyroeigt — 
5lber auf be$ Dieter« SBangen 

©i$ ein roelfeS Stögen neigt. 



STEIN & JONES, Printers, 

321 Chwtnvt Street, Philadelphia. 



TT ,3 p 

QUALITV CONTMOL MARK 



. 



Digitized by Google 



3 2044 022 193 692 



